sea at Valencia, and also Madrid, very small and
very white as perceived from an aeroplane. I can
see it all even now, and more clearly than what is
actually surrounding us. Everything was suffused
in a very peculiar light. Everything had an inten-
sity and at the same time a sense of peace, of happi-
ness even, which since then I have nowhere been
able to find. After that, I must have become uncon-
scious. But what I am driving at is this : from that
day life has ceased to be a serious matter for me ;
it has, if you can understand what I mean, become
something gratuitous. I join in with the rest, I
attack, I talk, I write, but the queer thing is I
don't for a moment believe in it myself. There is
no religion or mysticism in all this ; only the feeling
that all the time I am living in a film. Now if you
go to the pictures in Madrid, you come out again
and find yourself standing in a street without lights.
But that bomb seems to have carried me upwards
and I have never since returned to terra firma.
For me, the question that dominates all others is
whether a child that has missed its death can ever
again find its roots in life. I sometimes feel that a
great injustice was perpetrated upon me when I
came to be born for the second time and in the same
circumstances of misery and pain."

No, as he describes it, I do not know the feeling.